248                      SILENT IS THE VISTULA
"Please help the girl," the man who was with me said. "Please do something. She's his wife "
I sent the man back to the barrack, and went over to the girl. She was still slumped on the ground, unconscious and bleeding.
"Hanka, help me'* I called. "Or they'll fall her * A German officer, known as the "Frenchman** because he had served in the Foreign Legion, saved us then But the girl's husband remained there, in the middle of the road to the gate. While he was fighting his wife's assailant, another German had come up from the back and split his head wide open with the butt of his gun His body was still there when the sound of a loud horn pierced our ears, and a car rolled in. It was heavily escorted Obviously, an important personage was arriving. The "Frenchman7* went over to the car, which came to a stop in front of the dead man sprawling across the road. Someone in a gold-braided uniform got out of the car. The Germans all sprang to attention. We were too far away to hear what the high-ranking visitor was saying but he was obviously angry, as he pointed at the body. Two gendarmes ran up immediately with a stretcher, and took the corpse away.
The car passed on and halted in front of Barrack 2, Some German officers got out first.
TLook! A general!" an awed whisper was heard in our group.
Then, two officers of the Home Army got out of the car. Their red-and-white armbands could be seen even from a distance. And they were both blindfolded.
A deep sigh reverberated in the group watching the car closely. We knew what blindfolds meant for Home Army soldiers: execution* There had been many executions at the camp already. On September 12th, five soldiers of the Home Army and three officers had been shot by (he Gadoaaas, who scanned the bairacks carefully every day